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That had been last night. At dinner, the butler
had thrown Teresa into a fresh fluster by saying to
her, "Champagne, m'lady?" After dinner they had
sat upstairs, in the great drawing-room, surrounded
by more lilac and more roses, and the family por-
traits had looked down on them from the walls,
filling Teresa with curiosity and admiration; but
as nobody else made any comment, she judged it
prudent to make none either. She had felt acutely
uncomfortable during the half-hour she sat up
there alone with the ladies, for Teresa did not care
for women at the best of times, and these ladies
who addressed a few remarks to her out of good
manners, but who could certainly not fail to wish
her out of the way, were especially not calculated
to put her at her ease. Click, clack, click, clack,
went their conversation, like so many knitting-
needles, purl, plain, purl, plain, achieving a com-
plex pattern of references, cross-references, Chris-
tian names, nicknames, and fleeting allusions;
until Teresa, unable to do anything but observe,
came to the conclusion that they thought their
topics not merely the most absorbing in the world,
but, rather, the only possible topics. She watched
them wonderingly, much as Anquetil, also an out-
sider, had once watched them, but her reflections
were very different from his. She envied, instead
of scorning, their prodigious self-sufficiency, their
tacit exclusion of all the world outside their own
circle. She marvelled at the uniformity of their
appearance: tall or short, stout or thin, young or
old, there was an indefinable resemblance, some-